*    The Tartar Embassy    *

'I thought we had arranged to wear court dress/
urged the ambassador.

"You're too subtle for me/ sneered the Tartar. 'We're
presenting an ultimatum, and this is the dress for it/

Like many intellectuals, Lu Chia loved to watch the
clash of contraries. Accordingly, he said no more and
shortly afterwards they left their quarters accompanied
by a staff bearing the Emperor's letter in a gold box.

There was the usual press of spectators in front of
the palace, and passing through these they mounted the
steps. At the entrance to the great hall they were
stopped by myrmidons. These indicated to Lu Chia
and Marco Polo where to leave their sandals. They no-
ticed Kiluken's boots, but not realising that he was one
of the envoys, said nothing. It never occurred to them
that he was going to enter. When he strutted in with the
others they preferred not to make a scene, supposing
he would be stopped by the attendants who showed
the embassy to its place.

Inside the hall everyone else was in position, Chang
Hsien Ch'ung knelt on a low dais with bannisters just
under the veiled window through which the King
would be visible. The rest of the Council, the mandarin-
ate and the lesser officials lay ranged in ranks face down-
wards on the carpets. No ladies were present. As the
visitors were rather late, the attendants hustled them to
the place reserved near the Chief Minister. Kiluken had
three or four secretaries with him. Their robes hid his
boots and sword. Not until he sat down in the Tartar
fashion, with his legs crossed under him, were his boots
noticed. The attendants immediately whispered to him
to leave, but he paid no attention, looking about the
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